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STEWARD. No, sir: It isnt that; it's your strong char-
acter, sir. She is weaker than we are : she is only a slip
of a girl; but we cannot make her go.

ROBERT. You parcel of curs: you are afraid of her.

STEWARD [rising cautiously] No, sir: we are afraid of
jou ; but she puts courage into us. She really doesnt seem
to be afraid of anything. Perhaps you could frighten her*
sir,

ROBERT \grimly] Perhaps.  Where is she now ?

STEWARD. Down in the courtyard, sir, talking to the
soldiers as usual. She is always talking to the soldiers
except when she is praying.

Praying ! Ha ! You believe she prays, you
idiot, I know the sort of girl that is always talking to
soldiers* She shall talk to me a bit* [He goes to the window
mid shouts fiercely through it] Hallo, you there !

A GIRL'S VOICE [bright, strong and rough] Is it me, sir ?   -

ROBERT. Yes, you.

THE VOICE, Be you captain ?

ROBERT* Yes, damn your impudence, I be captain. Come
up here, [To the soldiers in the yard] Shew her the way,
you. And shove her along quick, [He leaves the window,
ml returns to his place at the table, where he sits magis*
Serially].

STEWARD [whispering] She wants to go and be a soldier
herself. She wants you to give her soldier's clothes,
Amor, sir ! And a sword! Actually I [He steals behind
Robert].

Joan appears in the turret doorway. She is an ablebodied
cotmtry girl of 17 or 18, respectably dressed in red, with an
imcommon face ; eyes very wide apart and bulging as1 they
often do in very imaginative people, a long well-shaped nose
with wide nostrils, a short upper lip, resolute but full-lipped
mouth, and handsome fighting chin. She comes eagerly to
the table, delighted at having penetrated to Baudricourfs
presence at last, and full of hope as to the results. His scowl